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The Wild Rover 


Author's Notes: 

Just a little something fun to fill the void between stories. Had the idea for the story then got really inspired 
one night when hubby started blaring drinking music and | couldn't get the thought of Duff putting Slash 
through hell out of my head. Hope ya'll enjoy it and get a few giggles out of it! 


And by the way.!T'S A BOY! 


Slash loves Duff, he really does. But you know what he doesn't love? 


When the motherfucker goes to the bar before he does and gets so goddamn shitfaced he's got the brains of 
a fucking piss ant. 


Slash knows his partner's not a moron, no. Not by a long shot despite what the public may think. He's just 
drunk. Really, really drunk 


And Slash hates it. 


Mostly because he, while also drunk, is way, way below his favorable blood alcohol level, having managed six 
shots of whiskey in about twenty minutes while Duff had long been swilling beers and slamming vodka with 
friends, proceeding to bellow with rapturous delight upon seeing his lover, tackling him in a crushing hug 

accompanied with wet, sloppy kisses, then deciding to hang from him, jubilantly introducing him to everyone 


who already knew him, much to their confusion. 


It's also worth mentioning that Slash wasn't plastered enough to join in on the fun, which resulted in him being 
a pouty little shit because now he had responsibility. He knew how far gone Duff was, and now he felt fucking 


responsible for him. No joining in on the shenanigans, no horseplay, no drunken bar brawls, no nothing. 
ust Slash the Babysitter. 
Fuckin‘ great. 


After half an hour of slurred "Baaaaby! C'meeeeeeeere! H-have you.have you met the guysh? They're 
shuuuuper cool, maaan," Duff pinning him in a dark corner trying to..Slash assumed dance, simply because Duff 
kept grinding his ass against his crotch when he was pressed to the wall, all while blurting out improvised 


lyrics to innocent songs made to sound dirty, much to the horror and incredulity of their entire entourage. 


"Take on Me" became, "Come on Me." "Tainted Love" became, "This Taint | Love." And of course “Beat It" stayed 
mostly the same, just with exaggerated hand gestures of Duff mimicking beating his own meat near Slash's 
disgruntled face when he took a seat at a nearby table to fry to have some sliver of intelligent conversation 


with the people around him. 


It was nothing they didn't freely and happily engage in at home, but Slash preferred at least a little more 
privacy and tact while he was out and about. Not that their buddies hadn't seen those sides of them, but.he 
just simply was not drunk enough to enjoy and join in on Duff's goofy antics. 


Slash decided the final straw was when he tried to get Duff to focus on eating a shitty bar plate consisting of 


a sandwich and chips while trying to simultaneously keep him busy with a rousing game of pool. 


Duff had managed a break that scattered the balls gorgeously across the green felt, then suddenly got the 
idea to draw tits and dicks upon it in white talc. 


Alright, Slash thought, his whiskey belly warm and whispering to his softening brain, / wanna draw dicks and 
stuff, foo! 


And so the two giggled like teenagers, the tips of their index fingers pale with powder, Slash's sketched titties 
big and bombastic, Duff's somewhat wobbly and lopsided, Slash's dicks very obscenely mushroom-shaped with 
gigantic, hairy balls, Duff's more streamlined with nuts that looked like lumpy googly eyes. 


Slash didn't quite get that. 
Maybe Duff got his titties and testicles confused, he internally shrugged, grinning to himself. 


He didn't care, though. He laughed nonetheless, his arm around Duff's waist, Duff tilting dangerously against 
him like a human Leaning Tower of Pisa, his vodka breath comfortable and familiar despite his gross 


intoxication. 


Nope, things were alright then. Things got bad a little later, right after Slash decided, Well, he's had half a 
sandwich and a good amount of chips.how ‘bout a shot or two?! 


If he could saw his own foot off, build a machine to mount it on, complete with a thick, chunky boot, so he 


could bend over before it and have it kick his ass repeatedly, he totally would. 
Fuck, he didn't think those shots through. And now he was payin’ for it. 


The obnoxiousness only grew. The continued introductions, Duff telling jokes he forgot the punchlines to, telling 
their bar buddies that he'd bought Slash a big, red pair of fuzzy pajamas with little Godzillas wearing Santa 
hats for Christmas (that he absolutely loved to wear around the house but would never admit to anyone but 
Duff so long as he fucking lived), all added up as the cold, late December night wore on, but that wasn't what 
pushed Slash over the edge. 


Nope. It was something stupid. Something really dumb. A small, itty bitty straw that broke the camel's back 
after so many tiny irkings. 


He'd been clutching his cigarette between his lips, arimatedly talking to a friend, when it dislodged and fell to 
the dirty concrete floor. Of course, Slash bent right over to pick it up, thinking nothing of it.. 


Until the chalked end of a pool cue rammed itself up his ass. 


Slash bolted upright, smoke clenched between his angry, bared teeth and raised fists ready to fight, until he 
saw Duff's flushed, sweaty face grinning with childish delight. 


Nonetheless, he hissed vehemently over the blare of Anvil, rubbing frantically at the unwelcome battle wound, 


"Man, what the fuck are you doing? That shit fuckin’ hurts--knock it the fuck off!" 


"Aww, gotchaaal" Duff merrily giggled, excitedly wringing the stick in his hands. "And now ya've gotta, uh, a lil 
blue dot right over your asshole. Dot marks the shpot, ya know!" 


He leaned closer, elbowing Slash's ribs animatedly, completely ignoring the |'m-about-to-pluck-your-fuckin- 
eyes-out-and-replace-them-with-your-testicles death glare from him to whisper, "Whaddya say, baby..ya 
wanna..you wanna go to the bathroom? Wanna find it? H-help me find it?" 


"No, | don't," Slash assuredly glowered, trying to keep his cool since he had been having a decent time despite 
Duff's, uh.eccentricities. He waved a hand, shooing the drunken, over friendly giant from the table, "Move your 
ass; i's my shot." 


Duff moved, alright. As Slash bent down, lining up a shot down the length of his cue, Duff had made his way To 
the other end of the table, promptly unzipped his fly, pulled out his balls, just his balls, and set them gently 


above the left corner pocket. 


Slash wanted to laugh, he really did, but the bartender at this place wasn't very friendly. She'd already given 
them several disapproving glares that night, and he figured if she was gonna be such a prudish bitch then 
perhaps this wasn't most the appropriate line of work for her. 


To say he feared permanent ejection and for frostbite to set into Duff's balls from the frigid winter air was 
an understatement. 


Still, he stared at those balls perched upon the gleaming chrome protective plate screwed to the corner, the 
skin that contained them beginning to relax and pool outwards from the blaring heater and roiling body heat 


contained within the building, his face scrunched somewhere between amusement, worry, and exasperation. 


He subconsciously chose amusement and exasperation, his arms going limp upon the table as he slumped 
forward and hid his face in them, shielding his silent laughter and shaking his head so his mass of curls shifted 


from side to side like its own living entity. 


Duff had begun chuckling again, deep, maniacal snickers. Slash soon found out why when he raised his head and 
saw Duff had pinched the top of the skin, right below his dick, between his thumb and forefinger, doing a sort 
of bouncing dance upon the corner pocket, cheering in a quiet, high-pitched voice, "Pick me, Slashh! Pick me, 
Slaaashh! Aim for the ballsh! Go for the ballsh!" complete with hopping them up and down in perfect time with 
the chant. 


Slash was indeed aiming for that pocket, and after spinning his head on his shoulders like an owl to check up on 
the position of the uptight bartender, the ball rolled smoothly into the corner pocket, Duff's balls promptly 


bouncing up and down with supportive cheering. 


Slash didn't wait to take his second shot, though. He quickly bolted to Duff's side, his serpent senses tingling to 


danger in the air of a prudish nature, like something was right behind him, about to pounce. 


"Duff, put your fuckin’ balls away, man" He shoved Duff's hand aside and tried to coax them back into his fly 


without ill incident. "That bitch is comin’ and you know she already doesn't like us." 


"Huh?" Duff's neck craned upwards, searching around the bar for the impending threat, squinting his eyes 
through his intoxication and the thick layer of smoky fog that hung over the patrons. He waved an uncaring 
hand, blowing a raspberry of dismissal, "Ahhh, fuck her, baby. She, she doesn't like my ballsh, she can fuckin’ 
suck ‘em for all | care. They're a-a lil sweaty, ya know. Lilt vinegary. Got some sheasonin' on ‘em for ‘er. Fuck 


that bitch!" 


Duff was at the point of swaying on his feet, but that didn't stop Slash from trying to complete Operation 
(Sweaty) Ball Savior. 


"Dude, seriously!" He wailed softly, voice filled with urgency, slapping Duff's hands away from his crotch and 
exposed nuts, trying not to smack them in the process. "Duff, goddamn it, | swear to god if you don't put your 
fuckin' balls away I'll pinch the motherfuckers! Not just the skin, either. The fuckin’ ball itself!" 


Duff's huge, glassy eyes showed quite a bit of fear and comprehension at that statement. 


"Y-ya wouldn't," he frowned, covering them protectively as he pouted and slouched. "Thass, thass mean, Slash, 


why.. Why wouldja do tha?" 


Because you're bein a drunk asshole and drivin’ me nuts! Slash wanted to yell, but instead tried to reason, 
"Because I'm havin a good time, baby, and | want us to be able to hang out a little while longer. | don't wanna 


get kicked out" 


Seriously, Duff. You're bein’ a pain in the fuckin’ ass and all | wanna do is take you home so you can pass out and 


leave me the fuck alone after all this trauma. 


Duff's face twisted from ten sheets to the wind to one of about five sheets, plus thoughtfulness. Thankfully 


he came to a positive conclusion. "Okay. Alrigh’, baby." 


He nodded, popped the button on his jeans, and tried to sloppily put everything back in, only resulting in his dick 
flopping out, too. 


"Aww," he pouted, sad green eyes peering down at Slash as his head hung low, but still high enough to have to 


look down. "Slash, can..can ya help me?" 


Duff leaned his ass against the pool table, sweaty, chalky hands gripping it for support while his long legs 
spread out before him, every bit of him on display for the entire world to see. He gave Slash another helpless 


pout, "Pleeeease?" 
Slash sighed, but agreed upon the sight of Duff's nonexistent finesse. 


He tugged Duff's open jeans far enough away from his body to smoothly tuck everything back in, even laying 
his dick to the left, just the way he liked it, muttering small curses beneath his breath the entire time while 
Duff giggled, moaned occasionally when a brush of Slash's hand felt particularly good, and looked on, both of 


them completely unaware of the stout, fussy, middle aged woman encroaching on them. 
"Ahem. Is there a problem here, gentlemen?" 


Slash froze, his hand still shoved down Duff's pant leg, as he was very engrossed in the smoothing out his dick 
against his thigh and still murmuring heated bitchings to himself. 


"Uh." He looked down at his boots, to the dirty floor, indeed all around the hazy, neon-lit bar, his soul dying 
when he felt Duff's dick begin to puff up beneath his palm. 


He quickly stood upright and slammed the zipper upwards, ignoring Duffs frantic bellow of, "Oww, 
motherfucker! Ya got my fuckin’ pubes, man! Boner killer!" to answer, "No, no, sorry! Had a, uh.. A little zipper 
problem, but we got it fixed." 


Fussy Bartender Bitch did not believe them. She raised an authoritative hand, pointing to the door, only 
distinguishable through the smoke by the bright red EXIT that glowed above it. "Out" 


Slash was relieved somewhat, but Duff on the other hand was utterly outraged at the news of having to cut 
his partying short. 


"Heyl" He pushed himself up from the pool table, scowling as he swayed madly on his feet. "Hey! Fuck you, lady! 
We c'mere, spent a whooole lotta money in ‘ere, and you..you can’ fuckin’ kick us out! Fuckin’ malfun'tionin' 


genitalia ain't our faults!" 


Genitalia? Whoa, thats a hell of a word for one so shitfaced! Slash thought, impressed, then suddenly 


remembered how Duff got when he was told to fuck off by anyone other than Slash himself, his closest 
friends, or his mother. Anyone who stood in the way, messed with the bull, got the horns. 


"Oh, | can, and | will" the bartender replied, one hand on her wide hip and the other one poking Duff hard on 
the chest. "Get out" 


Oh, tuck! Why'd you have to touch him?! 


Despite Duff's towering stature the lady stood firm, even as Duff raised his own finger to shove in her stern 
face. "Suck my fuckin’ dick, bitch" 


It was at this point that Slash knew he had to intervene, but for whose sake he wasn't entirely sure. 


He put his palms on Duff's chest, pushing him backwards from the scene until his back was pressed to the 
wall, which was quite a task because despite his rickety footing he was surprisingly stable in his anger. It 
seemed he had to use all his strength to keep Duff's tall ass pinned to the wall, as he was flailing like a hooked 
fish, trying to wiggle away while he threw derogatory statements at the bartender lady, nearly fifty bar 


patrons looking on in amusement, horror, and confusion 


"Duff, Duff," Slash tried to get his attention verbally, then when that didn't work he grabbed his face with his 
hands and forced him to pay attention. "Duff!" 


"What?!" Duff bellowed back, his sweaty face flushed where it was clutched in Slash's hands, eyes narrow with 
fury. "Who the fuck does sh‘ think she is, huh, baby? We're jus- We're juss havin’ a nice time! | dont wanna go 
home yet!" 


Duff's head wrenched from Slash's grip to lob insults at Bitchy Bartender, but Slash managed to catch it again, 
making Duff look him right in the eyes. 


Listen, damn it! We don't have to go home, but we need to leave," he tried to reason into Duff's scowling 
features. "Let's say goodbye to everyone and just leave in peace, alright? No fighting, no breakin’ shit, no 
nothin’. Help me clear the table and let's get goin’, okay?" 


Duff straightened up, and Slash felt him grip the folds of his jacket menacingly. "What if | don’ wanna, huh? 
What if.. What if | juss wanna letter know how | feel, huh? What ‘bout that?" 


"Duff." Slash sighed, shaking his stressed, bushy head. "You act up and be a little shit, I'm cutting you off." 


Duff's drunken eyes cleared slightly with comprehension, then narrowed in disbelief. "Uh-uh. Ya..ya wouldn't do 
that, Slash." 


"Oh, yes, | would,” Slash curls' bounced with his determined nod. "No cooperation, no fuckin’ ass. Take it or leave 


it." 


"You couldn't," Duff's eyes narrowed even more, becoming tiny, glistening slits with a mere hint of green. "You 
couldn’ cut me off. You're too fuckin’ horny for it” 


"Wanna try me?" Slash bluffed, raising his brows in daring seriousness. "Go on Go fuck shit up. See how much 
your balls hurt for the next two weeks. You're used to gettin’ it every day, sometimes multiple times a day. | 


bet they'll be big and blue by noon the day after tomorrow." 


Duff's face softened with consideration.and a hint of fear. A single hand fell from Slash's jacket as Duff 
rubbed his own crotch sympathetically, apparently thinking better of his idea 


“Alright. Fine," he grudgingly huffed, still miffed but forcing himself to think of anything other than the anger 
tingling his skin. "Fine, Slashh. But you owe me." He pointed two fingers to his eyes, then to Slash's. "You owe 
me, buddy." 


"Yeah, fine, | owe ya" Slash rolled his eyes, shook his head dismissively and stepped back, freeing Duff from his 


wall prison. "Come on Let's clear the table, say our goodbyes, and leave." 
It wasn't that simple, though. No, it couldn't be, of course. 


As Slash was rolling all the balls into the pockets, a cue slapped across the table in front of him, nearly 
smacking his hands in the process. 


He looked, startled and irritated, just wanting to go home, with a blurted, "What the fuck!" to the pool cue 


protruding from Duff's crotch, jammed between his legs like a thin seesaw. 

"W-would ya be sad, Slash?" Duff grinned, tapping his makeshift dick to Slash's hands where the rested upon 
the verdant felt, the veins standing out on his skin from a rapidly rising blood pressure. "All fuckin’ thin and 
tiny? Wouldja, wouldja be sad? I'd be sad!" 


"Duff." Slash began, but was rudely interrupted by Duff's merry excitement, all uneasiness and attitude of the 


previous minutes apparently forgotten 
"Touch it," Duff grinned, very insistent. 
"No," Slash answered, extremely irate. 

"Touch if" 

"Nol" 


"Touch it!" 


"Nol" 

"Touch it!" 

"| said no, damn it!" 

"Goddamn it, Slash, TOUCH MY FUCKIN: POOL COCK." 

Slash closed his eyes and clenched his fists, his a vein throbbing in his temple as he remembered this was 
Duff and that it would not be prudent or very loving to smack the person he loved, even if he was being a 
childish turd. 

"Dude, okay," Slash sighed heavily, his nerves threatening to explode as he hung his head in defeat, giving Duff 
a nasty look beneath his curls he was thankful the other couldn't see. "I'll touch it if you promise we can 
leave." 


"Where we goin?" Duff's cue went slightly limp in his hands, bobbing downward in curiosity. 


Slash frowned, gnawing his lip in thought. He knew Duff wouldn't just leave to go home. He had to have an 


incentive. Something he'd really, really like. 

"Ice cream?" He tried, praying to whatever god did or didn't exist that Duff would take the bait. 

‘Ice cream?" Duff's face lit up, his glossy eyes enormous with excitement. "We're goin’ for ice cream?" 
"Yep!" Slash confidently lied. "Ice cream. Wanna go?" 


“Awesoooomel” The cue flew across the room, soaring over the heads of patrons until impaling like a spear into 


the nearest wall. "Fuck the pool cock; let's go!" 


Oh, thank fucking god, Slash thought, a smile of relaxation coming to his face. This just might work! | can get him 
home, get him comfy, and he can pass the fuck out 


Slash would soon come to realize how very, very wrong he was, mainly because on the way out Duff snatched 
up a bottle from someone's table, and when the guy stood up in challenge, merely defending his liquor like any 
good man would, Duff punched him square in the face, knocking him out cold on top of his shrieking, busty 
girlfriend. 


Slash seized Duff's shoulders, spun him around and pushed him from the building, frantically muttering, "Go, go, 
go, go, go!" forcing Duff to run like a newborn horse, boots clopping sloppily on the pavement until Slash shoved 


him into the passenger's seat. 


The engine roared and they were on their way, Slash feeling utterly relieved He hoped the ride might put Duff 


to sleep with a little nursing from his pilfered vodka, but he was wrong. He was so, so wrong. 


Duff leaned forward and rifled through the glove box, pulling out tape after tape, squinting at the words and 
moving them to and from his face in an attempt to focus them, but was unhappy with what he found. 


Slash knew exactly what Duff was on the lookout for, and he wasn't about to indulge that side of him. The tape 
was easily distinguishable, even through booze goggles. It was homemade, and all the other cassettes in the 


glove box were store-bought, not casually marked with an adhesive label and permanent marker. 


There had already been too much bullshit that night, Slash thought, and the plan was to just go home, get 
Duff in bed, and let him pass out. 


Fuck, Slash cursed himself, watching Duff grow irritated as he went through the tapes over and over, looking 
for that very, very specific one. Oh, Duff, whatever you do please, please don’t check the fuckin’ cassette deck 


"Baaaaby," Duff frowned, a bit pouty, a bit agitated, and very whiny, "have ya seen my Pub Tape?" 


"Your Pub Tape?" Slash grinned painfully, hoping Duff couldn't make out the discomfort on his face beneath the 
rolling street lights. "Aww, no, baby, | don't think | have. I'm sorry. Maybe we left it in your Corvette." 


"No, | dont think we did," Duff insisted, less complainy, like he was thinking slightly straighter than he had been 
for most of the night. "I think." 


To Slash's utter dismay Duff's index finger stabbed the eject button. The tape spat right out, and Duff raised 


it to his face, beaming with triumph the second his eyes successfully made out the blurry words. 


He held it above his head, hands smacking the car roof on their way, bellowing in victory, "Yeees! Are you 


ready, Slashh? Are ya ready?" 


No! No, Im not ready! Slash wanted to whimper, on the verge of a nervous fucking breakdown as he watched 


Duff jam the tape back into the deck and eagerly hit play. Oh, no.. No, no, no, no.. 


It was too late. Duff's face was alight like a bonfire. He raised his plundered vodka high into the air, but when 
he realized it wasn't near a festive height, he rolled the window down and held it outside, the frigid winter air 
unfriendly as it roiled into the heat of the car to the booming, boisterous tune of, "I've been a wild rova' for 


many's the year! Ar I've shpent all me money on vodka and beeeeer!" 


The car crawled to a stop at a light, Slash banging his head upon the steering wheel while Duff raucously 
swayed from side to side in time with the music, booming out the lyrics and swinging his bottle wildly out the 
window, bellowing out the chorus, "And it's no, nay, neverrrr," he slammed his fist frantically against the car 
door four times with the music, "no, nay, never, no mooooooorel Will | plaaaaaaaaay the wil roverrrr, no, 


neverrrr, No moooore!" 


His forehead throbbing, Slash thought to himself, Maybe if I click my boot heels three times and wish | was 
home, itil happen. Just this once! Come on, come onl 


He certainly tried, but to no avail. Nothing at all changed, not even the stoplight. Just the continued booming of 
Irish music and Duff wailing along with it, bouncing so energetically the car rocked while Slash fought tears of 
searing frustration, hoping and praying Duff would wear himself out. 


A car horn blared behind them, almost inaudible through the din of, "She shaid, ‘| have whiskey ‘n wines of the 


best, an’ the words that | tol! ya were only in jeeeeest!" 
Slash jumped, shocked out of his horrified trance, then stepped on the gas. 


Duff, however, decided to throw his seat belt off and hang out the window. He brandished his bottle-laden arm 
at the car behind them, his breath fogging in the icy air as he yelled, "Hey, asshole! I'm fuckin’ singin’ here!" 


"Duff, sit your ass downl!" Slash made a mad grab for the back of Duffs jeans, yanking him back inside before 


he could teeter forward and tumble out of the car. "Goddamn" 


"Heeeeyl" Duff huffed in return, sloshing vodka all over himself and the interior. "I'm juss lettin’ the guy know 


how | feel, ya know?" 


"Well, let him know in a safer way, dumbass," Slash hissed, nearly swerving into the curb from over correcting 
the car after Duff's daredevil antic. He turned down the stereo to hopefully be clearly heard, "Jesus fucking 


Christ, man, you're gonna fuckin’ kill yourself” 


"Naaaah!" Duff waved the bottle, blowing a particularly wet raspberry that splattered the windshield with spit. 
"Ya worry too much, baby. I'll be alright!" 


"Alright my ass," Slash muttered, lighting up a cigarette. 
Duff instantly stole it with yet another very moist, very cocky raspberry, and Slash silently decided he 
preferred that noise when it came out of Duff's ass as an honest fart instead of from his mouth as an 


obnoxious shrug-off. 


They pulled up to another light, Slash firing up another smoke, and Duff immediately reaching over to crank up 


the volume, only to receive a firm smack upon the top of his hand. 


He snapped it back to his body like a slug retracting a poked eye stalk, cradling his severely injured hand with 


an expression like a beaten dog. 


"Aww. But i'sh not loud enough, baby," he dejectedly pouted, eyes large and bottom lip protruding, slumping 


with defeat. "| wanna.. | wanna jaaam, maaan!" 


"Gonna jam my foot up your ass," Slash muttered, unheard. 

Duff's attention was no longer on the whisper-level tunes, but instead on the car in the lane beside then, his 
interest without a doubt piqued. He quickly squirmed through the open window, dangling from the waist, 
frantically waving to the other driver, a devious grin of mischief curling his lips. 

Slash rolled his eyes and growled upon seeing the brand new, stolen cigarette tumble to the pavement. 


"Heeey!" Duff barked, flailing like a lunatic beneath an amber streetlight. "Hey, buddy!" 


The man and his lady friend in the car beside them ignored him, keeping their eyes glued ahead of them, 


discomfort clear on their faces. 


That did not deter Duff. He flopped his arms over his head, wobbling through the open window so precariously 


Slash snatched the back of his jeans again, his frantic protests, curses, and warnings completely ignored. 


"Heyl" Duff screamed. "Hey, motherfucker!" An index finger pointed to the pavement, a request for the 


terrified commuter to roll his window down. 


The edgy motorist agreed for some unknown reason, and as soon as the window was completely lowered, Duff 


smirked, glowing internally with his brilliant idea. 


"Hey, buddy," he smiled right into the driver's face, seesawing out the open window, going a bit limp as he held 
his vodka towards the opposite car, "the horn blows, does the driver?! | know this passenger shure does!" 


He then looked towards the horrified woman in the passenger's seat, grinning with a maniacal glint of 


comradeship, "This chick knows wha’ I'm talkin’ abou', right sweetheart?!" 


Slash slammed on the gas regardless of the red light, narrowly getting T-boned by an on-coming semi and 
speeding from the scene, his hand practically shoved down the back of Duff's jeans as he hung onto him for 


dear life. 


But did he contemplate giving Duff a good push and letting his lover go SPLAT on the pavement for such a 
mortifying experience? Why yes, yes he did. 


Duff's precarious teeter tottering was no problem for him, though. He crowed and laughed jubilantly, the wind 
whipping through his hair as he threw his head back and guzzled from his bottle, whooping into the cold, airish 
night, a stream of fog leaving him as his joyous cries carried through the chilly twilight. 


He spun around, raising his arm to peer beneath it at Slash, incredibly mirthful, "| shee why Chloe loves thish 


sho much!" 


Slash shook his head, his face fixed with a murderous expression, his lead foot unrelenting upon the gas pedal. 


With every light post they passed Slash worried about it knocking Duff's head clean off his shoulders. But on 
the other hand, he also considered listing a little to the side to smack Duff's head on one. 


Maybe ‘Hl be light enough.or strong enough..to knock him the fuck out.. 


Nah Knowing my luck HI kill him. | can't have that on my conscience no matter how much of an assclown he's 


being 

Damn it. 

Duff's bobbing like a fucking dippy bird didn’t help ease Slash's stress levels any, either. Fed up, he gave a 
great, groaning sigh and yanked hard on the back of Duff's pants, which only resulted in dragging Duff's knees 
halfway across the seat so the toes of his boots stabbed Slash's side. 

It got Duff's attention, though. Through the gusting wind Slash was able to make out, "Owwww! My hips, baby!" 


"Get your ass inside, goddamn it!" Slash gave another strong heave, growling through his bared teeth. 


Duff, however, didn't budge. Just kept lurching out the window swilling vodka and bellowing broken verses from 
"The Wild Rover." 


Slash had had about enough of this shit 

"| went to an alehouse | used to frequeeent! An’ nana da dee da, me money was speeeeeeeent!" 
Shut The. Fuck UP 

"| ask'd ‘er fer credit, she answered me ‘naaaaaaaaaaay!' Sayin’ custom.la yer | da de any dayyyy!" 


Slash was cold. He was stressed, he was not near drunk enough, and he was embarrassed from Duff sharing 
way, way too much sensitive information with their buddies. 


He was also glad neither of them were equipped with a uterus, mainly because if Duff acted this childish, how 
would a kid of his act? Slash figured it'd require a permanent leash with a constant IV of Ritalin running into 


its arm. 


Or maybe Slash just wasn't the parenting type since these kinds of shenanigans were the ones he was usually 
doing, not trying to prevent. 


He'd had it, though, he certainly knew that. And he had to do something about it! 


His hand snaked down the back of Duff's pants, and his fingers pinched the bottom of his bare ass hard as he 
commanded in his best Dad Voice, "Motherfucker, if you don't get your fuckin’ ass inside this car night fucking 


now we're not gettin’ ice cream." 


Duff howled through the open air like a pained, lugubrious wolf, Slash grinning when he saw Duff's hand clap to 
his sore butt and rub frantically as he scrambled to squirm himself back through the window. 


‘Owwww.." Duff's chastised eyes were sad in the yellowy streetlight glow. "Oww, man, like.wha the fuck? No ice 


cream? You promised!" 


"| didn't promise shit," Slash snapped, flicking ash out the crack in the driver's side window. He jabbed a finger 
to the passenger's side, shivering in the frigid wind, "And roll up your goddamn window. It's fucking freezing in 
here, and you're lettin’ all my paid-for heat out" 


"But you shaid we'd get ice cream, ya fuckin’ liar." Duff's brows scowled severely, his gaze boring into Slash as 


he wisely did as he was told. 


Smoked clouded the car as Slash casually replied, "I just said that to get you out of the bar," the fog leaking 
through the tiny space in his open window. 


Duff was appalled. He crossed his arms, mouth agape in disbelief, and brows knit in drunken agitation. 


| can’..| can't believe you, Slashh." He shook his head, tone disappointed as his threw his hands to the sky..uh, 
roof. "I| believed youl | had faith in youl" 


Slash rolled his eyes dismissively. "Yeah, so? You've been a pain in the ass all fuckin’ night, and you're driving 
me crazy! | just wanna get you home, in bed, and outta my fuckin’ hair so | can relax. I've had enough of your 


shit for one night" 


Duff physically recoiled from Slash's verbal assault. He was hurt, though he tried not to show it, turning to 
peer out his window, watching the closed strip malls and buildings whizz by, an expression of aching rebuke 


painting his sloshed features. 


He'd just been enjoying himself, having a good time and trying to get Slash to have one, too. He didn't mean to 
bug him, piss him off or be annoying. He just wanted to go out and have fun, play, and goof around, but 
apparently Slash was the fuckin’ fun police that night. 


In spite of his throbbing admonishment, Duff cobbled together a plan, one that made him smile at his own, 


long-faced, glassy-eyed reflection in the window, seeing his own self clearly, even though his blurry vision 
He was gonna get back at Slash in his own way, he decided. It may or may not work, but he was gonna do it. He 
took care of Slash drunk off his ass way, way more than Slash took care of him, and he was gonna make sure 


to make that night a living hell. 


The car was silent, the only sound the hum of the road beneath the rolling tires when Duff turned to Slash, 


his face contrite and body slumped in apology. 


"'m.l'm sorry, baby," he said very coherently despite his intoxication, lowering his remorseful eyes to his 


fingers fidgeting in his lap for effect. "l.. | just wanted us to have fun, ya know. lll.lll stop." 
He twisted away to hide himself near the door, shielding himself from Slash's agitated eyes, keeping his 


excitement at his plan inside rather well, he thought, seeing as he couldn't see his internal grin spreading 


externally in the window. 


Slash's gaze softened upon Duff's contrition. He gripped the wheel, flexing and relaxing his fingers a few times, 
his own throb of remorse burning his chest as he took in Duff's wilted body language. 


He took a deep breath, sighing out some tension in his stomach. "It's..it's okay, Duff" He breathed again, 


unsettled, searching for a fix. "Do you.. Do you still want food? We can stop before we go home." 


If you want," Duff shrugged dolefully, his voice timid, his eyes fixed to the scrolling outdoor scenery. 


"Swhatever, ya know. If you wanna, fine, but we can juss go home.’ 


Slash frowned, wanting to verbally apologize, but figuring food might be a better way to appease his downcast 
Duff. He just kept his eyes on the road, hoping his internal, "I'm sorry's," projected from his brain into Duff's. 


Duff knew, of course. Of course he did! That was all part of the plan! 


They weren't far from a 24-hour restaurant and soon pulled in, Slash eager to make up for his short 


words..and to get a spot of grub in his grumbling gut, too. 

The drive-thru experience we rather well at first considering Duff couldn't decide what he wanted. He took his 
sweet ass time, moping about, "We can go home, Slash. | don’ wanna be an inconvenience, ya know.." making 
Slash feel even worse with his dismal expression until Slash finally convinced him to order something. 

Duff mulled over burgers, chicken strips, burritos, and the like, then got curious if the establishment had a 
spicy lo mein bowl. A rain of spit showered Slash as the heels of Duff's hands bit into his thigh when he leaned 
over to scream his slurred request to the speaker box. 


| need a fucking umbrella, Slash grumpily decided. 


The late night drive-thru worker was not amused by Duff's inquiry, as it was drunk rush and he'd already 


been bombarded with idiotic questions and tomfoolery he did not have time, patience, or tolerance for. 


"Uh..no, sir," he replied, snarky and filled with much annoyance, "if you want Chinese, feel free to drive three 


blocks back and order from China Sea. You're running up my time. Hurry up.” 


"Just one more second!" Slash took his turn yelling at the box, pushing Duff back to his seat the instant he 


huffed and opened his mouth to berate the cashier. 


Duff squirmed against Slash's palms, doing his damnedest to attack an innocent squawk box, blurting out a 


colorful string of obscenities over his growling stomach. 

"Baby, baby," Slash quickly tried to soothe, patting Duff's chest. "You still want ice cream?" 
"Yes!" Duff replied, quite angry for such a usually merry request. "Of course | want ice cream!" 
"Okay, okay. You wanna burger?" 

"Yes!" 

"Tacos?" 

"Yes!" 

"Anything else?" 


Duff's breath shuddered with irritation, filling his lungs before he bellowed directly through the speaker to the 
kid working it, "/ want my goddamn noodles, motherfucker! 


Slash slapped a hand over Duff's mouth, ignoring the soggy licks on his palm and the attempted clamping of 
Duff's front teeth upon it, smacking away his hands when he tried to pry Slash's silencer from his face. 


Slash quickly, very, very quickly, rattled off the order, knowing damn good and well there was going to be a 
healthy amount of spit in it for Duff's drunken eruption 


The window was thankfully a faster experience than the drive-thru. Slash managed to keep his hand firmly 
over Duff's cursing, hissing mouth, though his green eyes were sure alight like fire and Slash's hand was 
drowning with slobber. 


Slash apologized profusely, cheeks a great crimson as he handed off the money, quickly took the bags of food, 
plus one giant chocolate-strawberry shake which he shoved into Duff's hands, positively jamming the straw 
down his throat to shut him up, then hit the gas so hard they both melded into their seats. 

When they were safely away from the restaurant, Duff contentedly sucking down his shake, a look of pleasant 
vacancy on his drunken face, Slash made sure to give him a giant order of fries along with his meal, begging, 
"Dude. Okay, here. Chow down, man. Put you in a better mood and make ya feel better." 

Translation: Sober the fuck up before | murder you, myself, or both of us 


Slash was, without a doubt, liable to drive off the edge of the canyon before they got home. 


Slash also made damn sure to get Duff his noodles, pulling up to the box and instantly asking for them in an 
effort to make the night go smoother. 


He thought, Liquored up and a full belly? Dut Fil be out like a light! 

At least his intentions were honest. 

Duff, however, was confused by the second drive-thru. He stared, clueless and in some serious concentration, 
at the elaborate dragon painted on the wall behind the menu, frowning, "Slash.. Why we at the Grauman's 


Theatre? They shtarted sellin’ food ‘ere? Ooh! Are we gonna shee a movie?!" 


Slash smacked his head so hard on the steering wheel he honked the horn, causing a very irate lady to snap, 
"Hello?! Whatchu want?!" through the speaker. 


"Uh, yeah. Um, sorry," Slash stammered, flustered, as Duff snickered silently behind him, knowing full well they 
weren't at the theatre and internally laughing at the Porsche logo emblazoned on Slash's forehead. "Duff, 
whaddya want?" 

"Noodles," Duff replied, his merry smile instantly going slack when Slash turned to face him. 

"No shit," Slash gave him a "Duh!" look. "What kind?" 

"Lo mein." 

"No shit.. Beef, chicken, shr--" 

"Beef" 

"Okay," Slash directed his attention to the speaker. "Uh, an order of--" 

"Chicken!" Duff called out, swaying in his seat as he sucked happily on his shake. 

"Uhh..make that chick--" 

"Shrimp!" 


"Goddamn it, Duff!" Slash whirled around, curls flying, whipping across Duff's giggling face. "What the fuck do 


you want?!" 


"Egg rolls!" Duff declared, an expression of cheery lunacy on his features. "Shicken, beef, shpring rolls, 
everything!" 


"Well, you can't have everything!" Slash bellowed, throwing his open hands towards the bag on the floor. "You've 


already got tacos, a burger, and fries! What more do you want?" 


"Shpicy shicken lo mein and egg rolls," Duff shrugged, his momentary insanity instantly faded into placidness, 
added with a rare moment of sobriety. "Geez, Slashh. Ain’ that hard 


Slash groaned in heated frustration, relayed the order, pulled up, paid, and got the food without incident. 


Well, until Duff complained he wanted hot mustard and soy sauce, then the drive-thru lady gave them both a 
nasty look with "What the hell d'you drunks want now?!" which Slash returned with an irate, "Fuck you," and 
Duff replied to with a raised middle finger and a truly devious grin. 


Nonetheless, Duff was now content, shoveling gut-busting amounts of noodles, veggies, and chicken drizzled in 
soy sauce, not to mention burger, fries, and tacos, down his stomach, every so often guzzling vodka as a 


palate cleanser or stealing sips from his shake. 


Everythings been good, Slash thought with cautious optimism as they neared the house about twenty minutes 
later. He eyed the take-out bags, stuffed with the trash of their meals, not a speck of food left save for a 
single container of hot mustard Duff didn't need for his egg rolls. Everythings been good Duffs full, he's got 
heavy eyes, and the sleepy belly rub going on.maybe itl be alright. 


And you know what? It was alright, even despite the soft mutterings of Duff singing, "No, nay, never..no, nay, 
never, no more.." during the duration of the ride between his slurps of noodles, nibbles of taco, and bites of 


burger. 


Slash helped his stumbling lover up the walk into the house, his weight a bit cumbersome as Duff held onto 
him, an arm around Slash's shoulders while his other hand clutched his vodka. They stumbled up the stairs, 
managing to avoid falling over two cats that came flying from upstairs, eager to greet their owners, and two 


dogs, who'd met them at the front door. 


Duff had demanded to pet his perky pups before the ascent, of course, causing the duo's sturdy footing to 
shit out when he leaned down to pat the dog's furry heads. 


"Shit!" Slash managed to yank Duff upright a split second before they face planted into the carpet, both of 
them wobbling and tripping before they stood stil. 


Slash got a good grip on Duff, steadied the both of them as he caught a good splash of vodka right in the 
face, and managed to persuade Duff to wait until they were in the safety of the bedroom to show his dogs 
some affection. 


Duff mercifully obliged, a grin of mischief on his face Slash certainly did not see. 


The upstairs trek was arduous, but successful. Soon Duff was perched on the edge of the bed, stripped of 


everything but his jeans, petting his merry pups and rough housing gently with them, smiling perpetually and 
swaying a bit dangerously, but it was nothing that Slash was concerned about. 


Nope. He was home. Finally home! And you know what he was concerned about? 
Getting some of a brand new bottle of Jack in him, along with a joint or five. 


He went to his stash in the top drawer, grabbed a few and lit one up, quickly running downstairs to fill the 
cat's food bowl, give them a little bit of affection, then snatch his whiskey from the top of the fridge and 
head back upstairs, but it was only to see Duff's face pouting, troubled, from where he stood in the door way. 


"Slashh?" 


"What, baby?" Slash asked gently, the weed beginning to ease his nerves. He leaned against the door frame, 
cracked open the bottle, and took a swig of whiskey, feeling the burn begin to sear the rest of his troubles 


away. 
Duff's brows pinched in worry. "I gotta piss." 


"So?" Slash shrugged, throwing a bottle-laden hand towards the bathroom. "Toilet's, like, twenty feet away. You 


can make it." 


Duff's sad face intensified, causing Slash to roll his eyes, sit down his whiskey on the dresser, and get off his 
ass. He grabbed Duff's extended hands and hauled him up, again draping Duff's long arm over his shoulder and 


escorting him where he needed it. 


Duff's finesse hadn't returned at all. Once situated in front of the toilet, Slash let him go and he instantly 
wobbled, his bare feet unsteady on the tiles. 


"Whoa!" Duff threw his arms to the sides in an effort to balance, smacking Slash square in the face with the 
back of his hand. Duff gasped, slapping his fingers over his gaping mouth, blurting out, "Ohhh, no! Shit! Baby, 


l'm, I'm shorry!" 


"S'alright, just fuckin’ watch it!" Despite the pain flaring in his nose Slash clamped his hands around Duff's 
waist, managing to steady him, shaking his head and scrunching his face to rid himself of the throbbing pain 
while Duff fumbled feebly at the button on his jeans. 


Duff yanked to and fro, both hands working not diligently enough for Slash's liking, his fingers clumsy and lead- 
like as he struggled with the task. 


Duff muttered and whined beneath his breath, his complaining growing desperate and undeniably aggravated, 
"Fuck, fuck! I'mma piss myself ‘fore | get ‘em off! Help me, goddamn it!" 


Slash vehemently groaned with what had to be his thousandth violent eye roll of the night. He shooed Duff's 
hands away and unfastened his fly, easy as pie, hands clamping down around Duff's bare waist once their work 


was done. "Go. Hurry up." 


Duff's wind blown, fly-away hairs tickled Slash's face as his head turned to give Slash a look over his shoulder, 
one that clearly said Slash was stupid. 


"What?" Slash glowered into Duff's glossy gaze, agitated. "What's wrong? Don't have to go now?" 
"Hold it," Duff said, offering absolutely no elaboration 
Slash made sure to shake his head to remove any excess cranial cobwebs. "Uh..what?" 


"Hold it," Duff reiterated, leaning his hands against the wall to balance himself. "I can’ fuckin’ stand ‘ere and hold 
it, Slash. l'll fall." 


‘lm not gonna hold it while you piss!" Slash huffed, flustered frustration heating his cheeks. "Just fuckin’ sit 


downl" 

"Slash." Duff sighed, trying again. "Juss hold it" 

"im not gonna hold it, damn it 

"Cmon, Slash, its easy. Juss, juss grab him behind his li head an--" 
"No, dude! Just fuckin’ sit down!" 


Duff heaved a breath, attempting to negotiate and shed a bit of his own light on the situation before his 
bladder burst. "Man, I've done it for you." 


"What?" Slash was stunned out of his arguing, mind running to recall when this particular event went down, 


unable to. He frowned in harsh disbelief. "Bullshit. You've never done that." 


"Uhh, | have, too," Duff declared, spreading his legs for balance and peering angrily beneath his arm at Slash's 
miffed, bewildered face. "Plenny of times, Mr. Blackout Drunk." 


Slash took a small second to consider this, never once remembering an incident remotely similar to Duff's 
anecdote. He again shook his head, practically pleading, "Man, just sit down, Like, why is this so hard? Just sit 


your ass down and go." 


"Slashhh.." Duff's slack face was rather stern with reason. "If ya won't help me with thiss.whatcha gonna do if 
| sit down and my ass gets the wrong idea, huh?" 


Slash grew quiet in a moment of horrified contemplation. 


Duff, however, was torn between holding up the wall and crossing his legs and bouncing, or tying his dick in a 
knot before he pissed all over the place. 


Slash, damn near not fast enough for Duff's rogue bladder, sighed in burning defeat. "Fine." 
Duff was quite smug about his triumph, not to mention greatly relieved when Slash finally came to his aid. 


Slash didn't look anywhere near Duff's face, the toilet, or indeed his own red faced reflection in the nearby 


mirror, either. 


He also tried to ignore the obscenely zealous, relaxed moans streaming from Duff's throat, and the fire hose- 


force sound of liquid meeting liquid. 

And it went on. 

For eons 

Slash wasn't sure how he felt with Duff's dick wedged between his fingers. 

Awkward wasn't strong enough. 

Weird? Well, no shit. 

Humiliated? Eh, kind of. 

Mostly just, Why? Why, Duff? Why? 

There were no words to describe just how strongly he wanted to disintegrate on the spot. 


"Ohh, god" Duff shivered all over, melting against the wall, his every muscle easing with relief. "Oh, god, Slash. 
This's..this's the greatest piss ever.. Ahh, fuck.." 


Slash mumbled a grumbling reply, eyes still fervently averted, glued to the ceiling, "I hate you so much right 


now. 


"Nah, ya don't," Duff's voice grinned through the, thankfully, slowing trickling sounds. "You're juss, you're juss 
mad, Slassh." 


Slash gave the ceiling a look so dirty it just mightve shrank away from him. "Whatever. Are you done yet?" 


Another loud, prolonged moan and the resumed firehouse sound signaled that he, indeed, was not done yet. 


"For fuck's sake, Duff, are you part camel?" Slash finally brought his eyes to look at Duff, seeing his eyes 
closed and head tilted back, a wide, blissful grin plastered on his face. "Jesus Christ, dya have a spare tank in 
there?" 


"Maaaaybe." Another long, way too sexual-sounding groan, and a deep sigh. "I'll never tell." 


So Slash stood there. For way too fucking long for his liking. Holding Duff's dick in his hand and dying a little 
more inside until the watery sounds subsided, Duff's voice softly imploring, "Shake it” 


‘lm not gonna shake it," Slash refused emphatically, firmly, instantly dropping Duff's cock. "That's your job." 


Duff made a disgusted sound, graciously picking up where Slash left off. "Ya big fuckin’ baby. You'll suck it an’ 
lick it allll ya want, but ya won't h-help a guy out" 


"Yeah, yeah, | know." Slash eyes performed yet another roll. "Just like I'll shove my tongue in your ass, but 


won't help you pee." 


"Thoss right." Duff nodded so hard he threw his balance off, managing to catch himself with a slam of his 
palms to the wall. He shook his head, muttering a little, "Woo," of surprise before he continued staunchly, 
"Needa be a team player, Slashh. /m a team playa‘. 


"Yes, yes. You're a team player, I'm not," Slash mollified loftily. "Anything else you want me to be a team player 
with, while we're at it?" 


Anything else you wanna run me nuts with, you drunk, obnoxious fuck? 


"Yeah." Duff frowned in concentration, one hand moving to push his jeans from his hip. "Can ya help me with a 


bath?" 


"A bath?" Slash sighed, hanging his head and giving the floor a go-to-hell look of sheer exasperation. 


"Seriously?" 


"Uh, yeah. Serioushly.” Duff managed to turn himself around, cross his arms and give Slash an unamused look 


without wobbling to and fro. "I wan' one." 
"Ugh. Fine." 


Slash set to work, bitching in the privacy of his own head, furiously chewing his bottom lip and wishing like hell 
Duff would just pass the fuck out, maybe just fall off the toilet where he was precariously perched and 
thoroughly engrossed in kicking his jeans from his long legs. Just a small little crack on the head and he'd be 
out like a light. 


But alas, Slash had no such luck that night. 

Slash wasn't about to make this bath anything fancy, either. He set it to Duff's preferred temperature, just 
short of molten, ignored Duff's naked whirling from where he sat upon his porcelain throne, and moved to yank 
a couple towels from the cabinet. 

"Shit." 

The cabinet was empty. 

OF course. 

"Duff, where are the towels?" 

Duff's drunken wobbling paused long enough for him to raise a rigid brow. 

"| donno, Slashh," he said, straightening himself, looking and sounding rather pompous for one so nude, shitfaced, 
and dependent. "Maybe, maybe the towel goblin came by an’ stole ‘em.. Or maybe they're in the fuckin’ pile in 


the laundry room where they've been for months!" 


Slash made his way out the door, hissing angrily beneath his breath, "Don't gotta be such an ass about it, 
motherfucker. Goddamn.. Fucking pass the fuck out already before | drown your ass. Jesus fucking Christ.” 


If Duff heard, he did not reply. 


It only took Slash a minute to tromp down the stairs, his feet booming like the thunderous steps of a seething 


giant, but upon his return something was..off. 


He threw the towels on the counter beside the sink, turning to investigate the source of the eerie silence. 


"Duff?" 
Duff, once sitting with ill grace upon his kingly seat, was no where to be found, 


Not in the tub, the shower, the bed, nowhere, the only trace of him an empty pair of black jeans that lay 


crumpled upon the tile floor. 


The only thing that alerted Duff's whereabouts through Slash's moment of panic was a fleeting giggle drifting 


on a sudden, curious gust of freezing wind. 


Slash's flew from the bathroom, slamming his palms on the door frame and nearly snapping his neck to where 
the sound had come, only seeing the bottom of a pale foot disappearing, smothered in the darkness, as it 
vanished through an open window, curtains billowing beautifully, utterly unaware of their adjacency to a 


hazardous escape. 


"Duff!" 


Slash leaped damn near the length of the room and wiggled himself from the window, crawling into the biting 
cold on his hands and knees to the first floor roof overlooking the backyard. 


He was grateful that he was still completely dressed, but he was certainly not thankful for what he saw. 


There Duff stood, at the very edge of the roof, naked as the day he was born, arms raised in the air, cackling 
at the top of his lungs, mischief, roiling, utterly infuriating mischief written all over his grinning features. 


"Duff" Slash carefully rose to his knees, wary of his boots sliding down the angled roof. He flailed wildly, yelling 
at the top of his lungs, "Get over here! Get the fuck over here before you get hurt, you idiot!" 


"Naaaah, l'm fine, Slashh!" Duff waved a careless hand, his breath fogging the air. "Calm the fuck down, maanl | 


juss wan’ some air!" 


"Duff." Slash took a deep breath, attempting to take a step and sliding about three feet closer to Duff down 
the chilly shingles. 


He shook his head, trying to keep his cool. Duff was dangerously, dangerously close to the edge of the roof, 
and one wrong move would send him tumbling to the concrete. He could break a limb, crack his head open, or 
worse, split his fucking skull and slide right into the pool. 

"Duff," Slash extended his hand, carefully, oh so carefully inching his way down the roof. "C'mon, man 
Lets.lets go inside, okay? Its freezing. It's late. You're plastered off your fucking ass, naked as a goddamn 
jaybird, and | don't want you to get hurt. Come on, baby. Come inside. Please?" 

Duff crossed his arms, face and body defiant. "No." 

Then he smirked, shivering slightly in the breeze, softly singing, "Nooo, naaaay, neverrr.." 


"Duff." Slash's patience was shattered with his low, warning growl. "Come inside. Now." 


Duff's arms grew tighter on his chest, either in determination or in an unsuccessful attempt to ward off the 
biting air. 


"No," he replied flatly. 


Slash grit his teeth, scooting his way even closer to his escapee, mere feet away, so close he could see the 


goosebumps and risen hairs upon Duff's skin. 


He opened his mouth, the condensation hardly leaving his lips before Duff gave a whoop of thrill, spun around, 


and jumped from the roof, howling with mad laughter, "Byyyyyyeee!" 
FWOOSH! 


"Duuuuffl" Slash skittered to the edge of the roof, his steps giving way on the slick shingles. He fell on his ass 
and scooted down manically, his heart pounding in terror. "Duff! Duff!" 


He saw nothing but the surge of water, waves lapping harshly at the clay tiles surrounding the pool, saturating 
the cool concrete, a silhouette of a long, lanky body barely visible through churning liquid and the dim lights 
that lit the pool. 


"Fuck!" Panic shot through Slash like lightning. He didn't even bother to shimmy down the drain pipe. He threw 
his legs right over the edge, dangled over the side and let himself drop the rest of the way, ignoring the shock 
waves that hit his knees when he landed. 


It was nothing new. He'd jumped from greater heights many times before, but the pang of fright making his 
hackles stand on end wasn't worth the risk of hopping right over the edge, landing wrong, and potentially 
endangering both of them. Who the fuck would call for help then? The naked, unconscious, drunk dumbass in 
the pool, or the dumbass with busted legs who freaked out and hurt himself in the process of rescue, or the 
dogs watching the strange scene unfurl from behind the glass backdoor? 


"Duff" Slash was about to rip his jacket off and dive into the pool when Duff popped right up like a buoy, 
splattering droplets of water with vigorous shakes of his head, obscenely proud and beaming, his warm skin 


steaming as it contacted the wintry air. 

"lm cool, Slash," he smirked, fucking bold, fucking triumphant, fucking maddening. "S'alright!" 

Slash let out a sob, so relieved, completely incensed. 

"You fucking asshole" He bellowed at the absolute top of his lungs, pacing along the side of the pool like a 
prowling lion unable to reach its prey, his boots clopping like a pissed, predatorial cadence. "You fucking moron! 
What the fuck would | have done if you got hurt?! You stupid bastard! Jesus fuck! You could've died! You 


could've..you could've." 


Slash's words died in his throat, only to be resurrected past the lump of boiling anger that blocked it upon 
seeing Duff's grin grow, gleeful, arrogant, cool, collected 


"Why the fuck are you smiling?!" Slash continued his caged carnivore pace, his boots stomping in his rage. 


"You'd better answer me, goddamn it, then you'd better get the hell outta that pool!" 


Duff was one proud motherfucker, his head bobbing above the water, the ends of his hair merrily drifting 


around his face, his voice placatingly provoking, "Aww, are you mad, Slashh?" 


"You're goddamn right I'm mad," Slash hissed in return, pausing his livid march to point angrily at Duff. "What 
the fuck has gotten into you tonight?" 


"Aww," Duff gave Slash his adorable grin, his head tilting to the side. "Look who'sh butthurt:" 
Slash clenched his fists near his sides, his eyes glowing red, his only response a harsh growl. 


"Aww... 


Slash was really, really getting fed up with that word and the condescending way it was spoken. Duff's 


smartass little smirk wasn't helping, either. 


"Aww, my poor, poor Slashh." Duff shook his head calmly, his voice growing louder and prouder as he said, "Y- 
you're juss mad ‘cause | alwaysh gotta babysit you, but now ya gotta babysit meeee!" 


He threw his head back, laughing with pronounced lunacy, his fingers clawing into mad talons right above the 


water, "AHH-HA-HA, SLASH!" 
The sound of his victorious cackle boomed over the hills, echoing maniacally in the otherwise silent, clear night. 


"Oh, Jesus fucking Christ!" Slash's feral pace picked up, his temples throbbing with anger, face red with defeat 
from being found out. "Would you just pass out already?!" 


"Oh, yeah," Duff chuckled, spreading his arms to gesture to the water around him. "Ya worry ‘bout me crackin’ 
my shkull open, but then ya wishh I'd pass out in the pool and talk shit that ya wanna drown mel Real lovin’ of 
ya, shweetheart!" 


Oops. Apparently Duff had heard that little tirade. Not that is dissuaded Slash in the slightest. 


| swear to fuckin’ god if you don't get outta that goddamn pool and into the house l'm gonna strangle you with 
my bare hands the instant | can get ‘em around your fuckin’ goose neck!" 


"AHH-HA-HA," Duff crowed again, then blew a soulful raspberry and raised two glaring middle fingers. He 
floated to his back, doing the backstroke and elatedly screaming, "No, nay, neverrr! No, nay, never, NO MORE!" 


to drown out the instantaneous blur of cuss words streaming at him from the edge of the pool. 


"Finel Freeze to death!" Slash threw his hands into the air in defeat, hair flying as he turned to storm inside 
the house. "Enjoy your goddamn pneumonia! Ya can't say | didn't try!" 


"NEVER, NO MOOORE!" was the last thing he heard before the sliding door slammed shut, Chester and Chloe 


narrowly managing to squeeze out and splash into the pool beside their idiot owner. 


Slash hadn't truly thrown in the towel, as he literally threw some towels into the dryer. He was still one 


fuming, hot-headed motherfucker, fit to be tied with uncutable aircraft cable, but no matter Duff's fucking 
shenanigans Slash was determined to get him warm and in bed.hopefully before the sun rose. The pool was 
heated, so he wasn't worried about that, really, but Duffs dumb ass needed to be inside, not naked and wet 


outside in fucking forty five degree winter weather. 
He gave it some time, watching from the dark kitchen window as Duff swam and frolicked with his dogs, 
laughing and carrying on. He kept a close eye, wary of any and all danger, but nothing really happened. Just a 


man and his dogs, splashing around in water thankfully much, much warmer than the surrounding air. 


Twenty minutes later a loud buzz sounded. Slash promptly headed to the laundry room and dug out a couple 
towels, Duffs favorites, giant beach towels big enough to adequately cover him. 


"Not like those itty bitty hotel towels. Yech," Slash recalled Duff's words, too stressed to grin, but not 


stressed enough to feel a glimmer of humor at the memory. 
Watching Duff through the window had made him.not give up entirely, but just let whatever would happen 
happen. Duff would give up sooner or later, but if it was one thing Duff, or anyone, for that matter, loved, it 


was a towel fresh outta the dryer. 


Slash made his way outside, towels rolled up tightly and held to his body to protect their heat, calling to the 
two furry and one not-so-furry blondes in the pool, "Hey! Look what | got!" 


He extended the towels, still keeping them tightly bundled. "Fresh from the dryer!" 


Duff had been grinning, playing water fetch with the dogs, but his throws ceased and his face morphed into an 
expression of thorough interest. 


"Yep," Slash grinned hopefully. "You want ‘em, | got ‘em! Niiice and warm! Whatcha say, baby?" 

Duff's curiosity soured into doubt. "What.wha's the catch?" 

"No catch," Slash smiled, honest. "Just some towels! All wonderfully toasty with your name on ‘em 

Duff's glossy eyes narrowed exponentially. "Ya promise there's nothin’ else? Ya done yelli at me? Bein’ mean?" 
"Duff," Slash sighed forcefully, tucking the towels closer to his body, "honestly, right now, all | wanna do is get 
you inside, get you in that damn bath, and warm you up. You don't have to go to sleep; | just want you to stop 


being a little shit." 


Even beneath the water Slash saw Duff's arms cross, his face growing stern where it bobbed above the 


water. 


"I was juss tryin’ to play, Slashh," he explained, flinging his wet bangs from his eyes. "Juss tryin’ ta have fun, 


an’ you had to be a party pooper.” 


| was not a party pooper, " Slash glowered reproachfully, aware of the towels quickly losing heat. "You kept 
being weird and telling everyone all this embarrassing shit about me--of course | was pissed off. You're 
shitfaced outta your gourd, I'm no where near, | feel responsible, and you've been a fucking terror all night! l'm 
sorry | blew up on you, alright? But you did your share of shit, too. l'm more the tripper, not the trip-sitter. 
You know that, man. l'm not used to babysittin’ everyone. | wanted to go out and have a good time and | 


couldn't, so of course | was pissed, but.." 

His voice hushed, almost pleading, as he tried to make Duff see sense, "It doesn't matter anymore, you know? 
Come on, baby. Get out. Let's get you in the bath because now | gotta take care of Chester and Chloe, too. 
Before the towels get cold. Whaddya say?" 


Duff was contemplative, his eyes roaming Slash up and down, ignoring the playful pups rough housing on the 
steps in the shallow end. 


"Okay," he nodded, expression docile. He raised a single finger, frowned, then raised another. "On two condishuns." 
Oh, god, Slash mentally groaned, exhausted. What now? 
"What are they?" 


"One," Duff waved his forefinger in the air. "| wanna watch a movie and | wan' popcorn. Jiffy Pop, too. Not no 


fuckin’ bag popcorn" 


Slash supposed that was easy enough, even if that meant standing at the stove for five fucking minutes. 


"Alright. And?" 


‘| want Dick Duck in the bath with me," Duff glowered with so much determination Slash finally cracked a smile. 
"And thass it." 


"Jiffy Pop and Dick Duck, huh?" Slash made his way to the edge of the pool where Duff had pulled himself 


from the water with much more grace than Slash had expected. "I think | can do that. What movie you want?" 


Duff allowed himself to be quickly wrapped in two layers of towels, one around his torso and the other draped 


over his head and shoulders, shivering and cursing as soon as the wintry air contacted his skin 


Slash quickly shuffled him inside to the welcome heat and sat him down at the kitchen table, removing the now 
cold, wet towels and replacing them with slightly smaller, but much warmer towels from the dryer, much to 


Duff's grinning, happily "Mmm-ing" delight. The phrase, "Snug as a bug in a rug," definitely came to mind. 


Slash made fast work of getting the dogs inside and drying them while Duff resumed his soft singing of broken 


verses from "Wild Rover" instead of considering his movie choices. 


Slash ignored him for the most part simply because he had to. He'd gotten Duff inside, gotten the dogs as dry 
as they were gonna get, and even laid down a thick, fluffy blanket for them to roll around and curl up on. 
Things were looking up for the late night/early morning, and he wasn't about to bitch at Duff, piss him off, 
and start the whole debacle all over again, so it was easier to just tune out his obnoxiously repeated pub ditty. 


Soon Duff was sinking into his miraculously still hot bath, Dick Duck floating around the massive tub, bobbing 
up and down with waves of sloshing water as Slash scrubbed Duff's cool hair with shampoo and quickly rinsed 
it with multiple dunks of a plastic Big Gulp cup. 


This, Slash thought, gathering Duff's wet hair behind his head and aimlessly playing with it, is something | can 
remember him doing for me when Im shitfaced Holding my dick while I piss. Pfft. | bet thats a crock of shit 


He made a mental note to ask Duff about it when he was clearheaded, pushing down a well of worry that he 
may certainly have been telling the truth. Slash knew he was notorious for being a total dick when he was 
drunk, and some small, teeny tiny, eency weency part of him could definitely believe it, even if he didn't want 


to. 


Duff held the rubber duck beneath the water, giving it a good squeeze to fill it full before he raised it up and 
proceeded to shoot tiny jets of water along the side of the tub, softly giggling, "| love thish thing, man. Where'd 
ya find it?" 


Slash eyed the rubber duck and the massive dick and set of balls that protruded from its underside, thankful 
Duff had decided against using it's water gun capabilities against him. They'd had their fair share of, "Duck jizz 
in the face!" battles with it, but he wanted to forego all that, hungry for some peace. 


"I think some head shop on La Brea," Slash replied, grimacing with thought. "That was years ago, though. | was, 
like, sixteen or somethin’, and it was one thing | actually paid for." 


"Need to get ‘im a girlfrien’ or somethin,” Duff grinned, refilling Dick Duck for another round of shots. "Sheems 
a lil lonely, with only two guys for company. Needs a Titty Duck to keep ‘im occupied when we're not, ya know, 
makin’ him cum all over the place." 

Slash laughed, a strong, honest, relaxed laugh. A laugh that felt so good after such a trying, stressful evening. 
"We should keep on the lookout when we're on the road. Find him some kinky rubber ducky bitches so he's not 
so bereft when we're gone," he smiled, extending his hands to Duff. "Ready to get out? You're not shiverin’ 
anymore." 


Duff drew a sigh, then rubbed his eyes sleepily with the knuckles of his wet hands. "Yeah. Yeah, | guess so." 


"C'mon, baby." Slash helped Duff carefully rise from the bath, and even let him cling onto him, arms around his 
shoulders, Duff's soaked skin dripping into his t-shirt and jeans, so he wouldn't fall. It didn't bother him, though. 


Duff certainly looked tired, and sure enough, Slash escorted him to the bed, and even threw in a puke bucket 


just in case. 


He made his way downstairs after leaving Duff curled up in bed, the blanket to his chin and Misery playing on 
the TV. He was surprised at Duff's decision, figuring he'd want some kind of comedy or action movie instead, 
but since they'd been together a few years Duff had grown more fond of the horror genre, and even learned 


to share Slash's love of cartoons after a particularly disturbing film. 
"Don't wanna go to bed with nightmares, ya know?" 


Slash had half expected Duff to be knocked out after spending fifteen minutes downstairs, five to dig through 
the pantry to find Duff's demanded Jiffy Pop, plus an additional ten to make it and love on the cats who yowled 
for attention, but he was still awake, eyes floating and lids heavy, still snuggled beneath the blanket and 


watching the movie with loose interest. 


Slash crawled in beside him, making sure to pass him a Coke along with his popcorn. Their alcohol was done for 
the night, he'd decided. He'd given up on getting properly obliterated, and was dead set that Duff would be 
better off the same way, too. 


The next hour or so passed in relative silence with the exception of quiet munching, the flick of lighters, sighs 


of exhaustion, and lazy laughing at inappropriate times during the movie. 


Duff managed to stay awake, though, snuggled near Slash's side, his head on Slash's chest, his lethargic gaze 
glued to the movie, drifting in and out in his drunken state as Slash's fingers combed through his hair, lulling 


him into a limbo-like trance. 


Slash sure didn't mind. It seemed Duff had decided to finally knock off his goddamn high jinks, and Slash enjoyed 
the down time, not to mention the fucking quiet and generous lack of singing from the jackass heavily perched 
upon his chest. For him, it was nice to be close to Duff without having his guard up, without worrying about 
him pulling another stupid stunt or breaking out into a rousing chorus of pub songs. 


Nope, no more bullshit. Just quiet. Silence. Stillness with My Duff. A good Stephen King adaptation on the TV, Duff 


damn near passed out on my chest, and smooth sailing from here on out. 
Well, he was right. Err, somewhat. 


When the credits began rolling, Duff stirred. He yawned ferociously, moved from Slash's chest and stretched 
his long, stiff limbs, then turned the opposite way and curled on his side, firmly pressing his butt against 
Slash's hip. He reached back and patted the blanket behind him, urging Slash to cuddle up to his back, releasing 


another powerful yawn. 


Slash did as asked, stubbing his smoke, turning off the TV, and snuggling up to him, Duff warm and comforting 


in his arms, the scent of shampoo soft and fragrant on his hair. 


Slash dotted tiny, doting kisses on Duff's bare shoulder, whispering softly, "Love you. Get some sleep. You're 
bound to be super hungover tomorrow." 


Duff nodded, the ends of his hair tickling Slash's cheek, his voice heavy with sleep as he croaked, "Uh-huh. 
Love you, too, baby." 


All was well. All was quiet, still, harmonious, Slash felt. Duff's breaths became slow and heavy, fully filling his 
lungs before released as a hushed rustle in the dark, quiet room, the only illumination a silvery sheen from 


the moon that crept through the top of the curtains, benevolently slinking its way across the ceiling. 


Slash listened to Duff for a while, zoning in on his respirations, his own magically joining in sync with no effort 
at all. He affectionately stroked Duff's chest, his touch purposely light and relaxing so he wouldn't disturb him, 


jar him from his slumber he so desperately needed. 


Slash loved the moments like that, the closeness, the warmth, the embrace, giving Duff a small, careful 
squeeze and laying strings of kisses on his spine and shoulder, smiling on his skin when he'd making content 


little sounds in his sleep. 


It wasn't long before Slash himself felt the pull of exhaustion yanking him in. After such a rough night 
babysitting he welcomed sleep with open arms, closed eyes, and a hint of plea 


He loved Duff, but man, would he be happy to put that night behind him. 


Soon Slash was drifting, floating somewhere between wakefulness and sleep. It was the kind of place you can 
snap awake, where you can hear things, can be aware of things if you try, but can drift away at the drop of 


a hat. 


Visions began dancing in his mind. Pleasant visions, joyous ones. Ones filled with oodles of introvert time where 
his only bothers were the snake draped over his shoulders and the cats curled up on some dirty laundry 


carelessly thrown in the corner. 

His guitar rested on his lap, his fingers moving instinctually with the feelings inside him. It was effortless and 
free, flowing like water, chords and notes floating along like colorfully badass butterflies on a gentle breeze. But 
then he noticed something. 

The tune..the tune wasn't right. The melody was curious. Slightly infuriating and familiar. 

He glared at his fingers, willing them to stop, yet they would not. They continued against his will, that goddamn, 
retched song he would never play of his own free will tumbling out of him, gorgeously embellished in his 


heavy, blusey style, accompanied with Duffs soft, almost whispering voice. 


No, nay, neverrr. No, nay, never, no moooore.. 


He moved fast, to throw the guitar from his lap and smash it upon the ground, distraught to destroy such a 
thing of beauty, but desperate to rid himself of the curse. "No! No, no, nol" 


He panicked as he instrument stuck to him like glue, a well of terror pooling in his chest, empty, somehow 
vibrating, strings still strumming of their own accord despite his still hands, Duff's voice persistent, quietly 
goading, "An! when Slash has kissed me as oft-times beforeeee, then I'll promise I'll neva’ play the wil rover no 


moreee." 


The sound of his own name snapped him awake, his enormous eyes taking in the dark room, flitting wildly from 


corner to corner, his breaths coming in labored, heaving gulps. 


His arms were empty, his fingers still, his embrace holding nothing but Duff, who he realized in the split 
second before he grew silent that he had been singing. 


The hums against his chest felt in his dream were Duff, he suspected, then had no fuckin’ doubts left when 
the motherfucker giggled, "Love ya, Slashh." 


"Duff," Slash drew a deep, calming breath. He closed his eyes, ignoring the furious thrums of his heart in his 
chest and its accompanied pounding in his ears to slowly growl, "I love you, but if you sing that fucking song 
one more goddamn time I'm gonna kick your ass offa this bed. I'm not fuckin’ playin’. I'm tired, you've stressed 
me the fuck out, and | just wanna go to sleep. One more goddamn outburst and you're outta here. | swear to 


fucking god, Duff, | will push you outta this bed" 


There was no placating "Aww," from Duff. Just a groggy, chastised, "Nooo. Slashh..Slashh, | promise I'll stop. | 


promish." 

"Do ya?" Slash glared at the pale, scarred back before his eyes, skeptical. "Do ya, really?" 

"Yeah..no more Rover." Duff lethargically nodded. 

"No more?" 

"N-no more, Slashh." 

"Okay. Alright." Slash sighed, recklessly believing Duff's tone in his strained exhaustion He pressed his chest to 
Duff's back, giving him a squeezing hug around the torso with his arm, his voice tender despite his momentary 
agitation, "Let's go to sleep, sweetheart." 


There was a small sound of affirmation, then silence. Beautiful, much-needed, all-consuming tranquility. 


The visions resumed, the dance between slumber and wakefulness blurring, returning. Slash was drifting, that 


strange sense of vertigo gripping him as his mind slugged, his breaths slowed, and his thoughts numbed, only 


to hear like the whisper of a tricking brook, "No, nay, never." 


Duffs voice suddenly boomed like he'd been mic'd up to a thousand speakers, "No, nay, never, NO MORE!" then 
he yelped in surprise as Slash's feet burrowed against his lower back and kicked hard, rolling him from the bed 
like a drunken log and sending him sprawling across the carpet, narrowly missing smacking his head upon the 


nightstand. 
THUD! 


"Shut the fuck up!" Slash snatched Duff's pillow and thew it at his giggling face, his own red with rage. "Go the 
fuck to sleep!" 


"Owww!" Duff pried the pillow from his face, his head spinning from the blow. He whirled about in place, then 
fell limply backwards, nearly banging his head on the floor but managing to sling his pillow in place at the last 
second. He glared up at Slash, who'd already turned away from him, pissed and punching his pillow into a 


comfortable position. 


Duff leered, his voice growing faint and face slackening as he muttered, “That... That din't.hurt..” then promptly 
passed out, his eyes rolling into his head and his lids closing. 


Slash boiled for several minutes, silently hissing the nastiest insults he could conjure. He only moved when the 


sound of soft, familiar snores became audible through the renewed serenity. 
He rolled over, perching himself on the edge of the bed and curiously looking over Duff's frame, nude and laid 


out on his back, his head lulled slightly to the side upon his pillow, mouth agape, without a doubt, this time, 
knocked the fuck out. 


Slash sighed and rolled his eyes, feeling the stiff strain in them from having performed that action so many 
times that night. 


He dragged himself from the bed, dropped his pillow beside Duff's and covered him with the blanket. He 
burrowed himself beneath it and made sure to turn Duff on his side, facing the opposite way, of course, so he 
wouldn't choke on his own puke throughout the night. 


dust in case, you know? 


He resumed his place behind Duff, cuddling up to his back and shaking his head. He placed one final kiss on his 
shoulder, groaning and sighing with grudging, yet honest, affection, "Love you, dumbass. G'night" 


About fuckin’ time. 


